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So there we were. No 
income, most people in 
town were wary of us 

due to the recent 
unpleasantness, and we 
were now Masters ina 
craft that we couldn’t 
support ourselves with. 
This was a situation that 
was becoming all too 
common. So we took a 

few days to stick our 
heads together, did some 
research at the Abbey, 
and talked to the few 
people that would speak 
to us. In short we came 
up with the fact that 
blacksmiths make the best 
money anywhere. Everyone 
needs armor repaired or 
weapons made, and finding 
a good blacksmith you can 
trust is a pain in the 
rear. On top of that, if 
you choose wrongly... 
*Poof* there goes your 
stuff. Of course there 
was also the fact that 
becoming a Grandmaster 

or even Master 

blacksmith takes years to 
accomplish. That kind of 
time was something we 
clearly did not have, and 
it’s hard to survive by 


eating all those practice 
daggers you just made. 
(Although I have heard of 
some strange folks that 
did try that once, but 
for some reason I never 
heard from that group 
again... *Shrug* 
Communes, go figure.) But 
in researching the work 
of blacksmithing we did 
uncover an interesting 
idea. Most smiths know 
mining; for it is the 
cheapest way to become 

a blacksmith, as well as 
the fact that it helps a 
good smith to get more 
ingots back when smelting 
old items down for 
ingots. There were 
however very few smiths 
at that time that liked 
mining. Most hated it 
Since it took them away 
from their customers and 
their craft. Of course 
mining is a somewhat 
boring occupation, which is 
why we had ignored it at 
first. When we found out 
that ingots of metal sell 
for 7 gold EACH, well, 

we were hooked. We also 
had found that most 
smiths buy ingots in small 
batches due to weight, 
and 2-500 ingots were a 
matter of a few hours 

for a skilled miner. We 
had even heard of Master 
miners who could 
strip-mine mountains and 
average almost 1000 
ingots an hour. For us 
even 1400 gold a day, 
assuming we could pull 
100 ingots apiece, was 
almost beyond belief. With 


the very real possibility 
of becoming set for life, 
we began to plan how we 
would become a force to 
be reckoned with in the 
mining world. We had 
decided that the fastest 
way to start would be to 
move to the city of 
Minoc, which has always 
been the mining capital of 
Britannia. Instead of 
burning months traveling 
there in the manner we 
had come to Yew, we 

tried a different 
approach. Because of our 
notoriety from the riots, 
there were some groups 
that badly wanted us out 
of Yew, for the 
betterment of the city 

of course. We approached 
those people, whom shall 
remain nameless, and made 
them an offer they could 
not refuse. If they were 
to pay us a small sum, 
(Small for them anyway) 
and hire a Mage to gate 
us to the city of Minoc, 
we would agree not to 
return to Yew for an 
unspecified, but very long 
time. For us it was an 
exorbitant amount of 
money to ask for, but we 
had been through moving 
towns before. We 
calculated the amount 
that we would need to 
live in comfort for a 
year while learning a new 
trade and then doubled 
that. I suppose that it 
was an indication of how 
much they wished to be 
rid of us that they 
jumped on our original 


demand like starving 
wolves. Since we had 
known that things might 
move quickly from that 
point, we had our gear 
already packed. In only 
two hours, we had picked 
up our already packed 
gear, been rushed to the 
bank, had funds 
transferred plus a 
‘bonus’ since I 
complained about the rush, 
and we were standing in 
front of a Mage casting 

a spell. Then a wall of 
blue light popped up in 
front of us and we 
stepped through. I have 
never been able to 
properly describe that 
first experience with the 
gate spell. All I know is 
that first time through 
one was something that 
has never occurred before 
or since. I know that 
gates are instant travel, 
but for me that first 
time it seemed as if I 
was stretched to infinity, 
and the trip took just 

as long. Things I can 
remember, yet not 
describe, make me wonder 
if those things I felt and 
experienced were things 
that respond not to the 
normal five senses. 
Perhaps it was a uke, 
for the experience I had 
has never returned, and I 
have now traveled 
extensively by gate. On 
some days those thoughts 
return to haunt me, and 
perhaps that was why 

they came to me here. In 
any case my brother and 


I now found ourselves in 
the city of Minoc. We 

put ourselves up in the 
cheapest place available so 
we could stretch our 
funds as long as possible, 
for we were learning. 
Starving is a good 
incentive for learning of 
course. We found someone 
to teach us the basics 
and survival skills of 
mining. The skill itself 
was nothing other then 
going out to mine. Over 
time you begin to pick up 
almost a sixth sense that 
lets you know where to 
mine, and if there is any 
metal in the rocks. Then 
you learn the language of 
the forge, and hope that 
it will be a good day 
where the forge does not 
eat most of what you 

have mined. That 
200-ingot level we had 
wished for in Yew was a 
far and faded dream 
before we began to make 
good progress in the 
profession. It turned out 
that the largest issue 
was not one of skill. It 
was the issue of 
protecting yourself from 
the murders. They had 
also realized that ingots 
were valuable enough to 
kill for. However they had 
no reason to learn mining 
themselves, they just 
tracked down miners or 
lurked around forges in 
hopes they could kill 
someone and take the 
fruits of their labor. I 
never understood if those 
people wanted the riches 


or the deaths more. To 
combat these types, one 
of the wisdoms of the 

day was to do your 

mining naked, carrying the 
least amount of materials 
needed to get your ore. 
Once you had smelted 

your ore down to ingots, 
bank it before going out 
again. Then at least if 
you got hit and your 
things taken, you could 
have warm thoughts that 
the bandits got nothing 
of worth, while the healer 
patched you back up. We 
had also found, since 
Minoc was the city of 
miners, ingots did not sell 
as well here, where they 
were abundant. That was 
close to what we 

expected when we came, 
and there our experiences 
in Yew served us well. 

We sold a minimum of 

the ingots we created, 
and put the rest in the 
bank. With just enough 
money coming in from our 
small sales of ingots, we 
were able to keep a large 
part of what we had 
brought from Yew in the 
bank. It was a pretty 
good time for us simply 
because, should anything 
happen, we had living 
expenses for at least a 
year. Two if we opted 

for just basic 
accommodations. That 
allowed us freedom to 
explore our new 
profession at our own 
pace. It became relaxing 
to swing the pick looking 
for ore, and a mental 


challenge from Mother 
Earth to find the places 
with ore in them. Since 
it was so relaxing I spent 
most of my time mining. 
My brother however chose 
to spend a large part of 
his time learning how to 
use a sword. I did go 
with him once in a while 
in order to brush up on 
my skills. It was not long 
before both of us were 
secure in our skills and 
decided to brave the 
wilds. The northern mines 
were well regarded as far 
as ore quality goes. They 
were also well known for 
the bandits that would 
wait for you to smelt 
your ore to ingots, and 
then kill you. To counter 
these types we had 
learned well the skills of 
hiding in plain sight and 
the rules of combat. So 
with skills of hiding and 
swordsmanship to protect 
us, and determination to 
drive us, we headed for 
the northern mines... 


To be continued in AFH: 
Vol 14 


